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unexpected property rights are discoverable in
herding together of personalities into a single room*
There is no family activity that has not to be accom-
modated in that room; It must serve for the per-
formance of every human function: eatings dritnking,
sleeping^ studying, courting, washing, mating.,* bring-
ing to birth and dying. In such a home once for
the first time it dawned upon a boy of twelve that
he was a separate and distinct personality from his
brothers and sisters and had possessions. There
were three rusty old nails stuck into the wall. He
had flung his tie and collar and little odds and ends
anywhere up till that day. Then suddenly he had
become aware of a masterful, irresistible need, he
found the uses of proclamation. With the stump of
an old pencil he scrawled in letters that shouted
with pride; " Bobby's nail." It was an awkward
receptacle for all the personal paraphernalia of a
suddenly awakened human soul, but the best
available. He caught hold of me and dragged me
to this corner behind the door, this precious^ holy
corner that he had appropriated to himself. He
was the adored eldest^ and all the little brothers
and sisters came surging across the room, too, in
our wake. They knew something very exciting
happening to Bobby though they couldn't quite
understand the new look in his face, The
didn't seem very thrilling to them, but         didn't
matter.   Who were they to understand          hero's
secret raptures?   They all kept chanting the
and mystic words:   " Bobby's nail, Bobby's nail."
Down our street the father of a big